Issue XVI, Oct 1, 2020 

C y3uarterly 



In This Issue: 


Ask Angry 


Diego Panza of 
La Mancha 

Brushes Ahoy 
in Spain! 


1 m*? 

’ an 


The Fabled Red Bison 
of Iberia / 


j 

Horace Rathbone’s 
Incredible Tales of Art 


QC Science Labs 1 


4^ N 


And Much, Much More! 




All the art that’s fit to paint. 








Page 2 


The Qc Quarterly 



The Qc Quarterly 

Tact Fiction, and Trickery eor the Serious Watercolorist 


Editor’s Note 



There is no shortage of misery in the world, 
only a shortage of aspiring pioneers. Even 
during these dark days you can stand out as a 
beacon. Your perseverance to forge 

ahead, to create new art 
and new ideas, spurs 
others forward to do 
the same. The 
influence of an artist 
travels far beyond an 
encompassing orbit. 
With just a few strokes 
of the brush you can 
do more than move 


mountains, you can 
create them. 




A Word Fro/a Our Sponsor 

Uncle Billy “Buck” Banks 



Boredom coerced me to publish again— 
that and my idle staff which desperately 
needs to be productive again. The plot of 
their lives revolves around suckling on the 
tit of society. Opening up an envelop for a 
monthly unemployment cheque is not a 
career choice. They lack will power to 
practice masterfully as professional writers. 
Utmost, their role models are the pillars of journalism— 
east coast media elitists whose worldly views stem from a 
bucket over the head. 


This staff of mine needs tutoring in the most basic rules 
of grammar. Rules of the American English language 
must be second nature to them; not by consulting a 
palm-held device for halfwit comments written by an 
over caffeinated hooligan living in an urban coffee shop. 

Among my writers we shall vigorously adhere to the serial 
comma rule. We are Americans not nasal sniveling British 
nor history eradicating anarchists. The Revolutionary 
War was fought and won. We proudly stand by our 
American style syntax and semantics. Without question, 
placing a comma before the last item in a series is of 
national pride. We display it with cutting satisfaction. 


Awards & Prizes 


Our unwavering commitment 
towards excellence in the field of 
art, literature, and 
entertainment is 
self-evident. It’s 
only tasteless 
when it looks 



And for those who read further in this rag of drivel, your 
wounds garner no sympathy. The anticipated letters of 
complaint may very well exceed our last issue. I only ask 
if you endeavor to write, do endeavor to write more 
adeptly than those who write for me. 
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The Bulletin Board 


Ask Angry Brush 


Life is a terminal disease, 

and it’s sexually transmitted. 

—-John Cleese 

A man will give up almost 
anything except his suffering. 

—John Cleese 

I work in whatever medium 
likes me at the moment. 

—Marc Chagall 

What a genius that Picasso. 
It’s a pity he doesn’t paint. 

—Marc Chagall 




I draw like other people bite 
their nails. — Picasso 

There’s no such thing as a 

bad Picasso, but some are less 
good than others. — Picasso 

Just to paint is great fun. 
The colors are lovely to look at 
and delicious to squeeze out. 

—Winston Churchill 

If it looks like art, chances 
are it’s somebody else’s art. 

—Chuck Close 

Leave rocks for your old age 
- they’re easy. — Winslow Homer 

First draw the dog, then the 

fl eas. — Sergei Bongart 

Yesterday I was a dog. Today 
I’m a dog. Tomorrow I’ll 
probably still be a dog. There’s 
little hope for advancement. 

—Snoopy 


A Word On Masking Fluid 

by Hall Penny Ante 

If I had but one tube of masking fluid, 

I would gladly squeeze out half— 

Over the heads of whom ever ask 
I don another medical mask. 

—Anonymous 

This being an election year we are 

eminently pleased to support the candidates 
of upmost character and ideology who have done so much 
to increase the culture and rhetoric of the nation, bringing 
about panaceas, pandemoniums, and dis- ( cont. page 47) 



Dear Angry Brush, 

I’ve been licking my brushes for 
decades. It’s a hard habit to 
break. Now I have arsenic 
poisoning. What to do? —Licker 

Dear Licker, 

Old habits die hard. Don’t let 
yours—I’ve seen your paintings. 


Dear Angry Brush, 

Last month at a benefit our 
group painted pictures for a 
local animal shelter. Afterwards, 
two cats and a dog followed me 
home. What to do? —Espoused 

Dear Espoused, 

Hold another benefit. Maybe 
they’ll go away. 

Dear Angry Brush, 

Numerous art societies refuse to 
admit me. I paint well enough. 
I’m so discouraged. What to do? 
—Spurned 

Dear Spurned, 

Try licking your brushes. 


Dear Angry Brush, 

I was commissioned to paint a 
portrait of my mother-in-law 
but it looks like a cheap hooker 
from Nevada City. My wife is 
furious. What to do? —John 

Dear John, 

Paint a cheap hooker from 
Nevada City. Prospects may 
improve. 


Dear Angry Brush, 

I set up my easel to paint at a 
gender-reveal party but straight¬ 
away was asked to leave. 

What to do? —Ostracized 

Dear Ostracized, 

Showing up nude at a gender- 
reveal party is a really bad idea. 



General Ineor/aation 

Membership in the QC Watercolor Society (QCWS) requires an 
artist to undergo the Great 28 Day Painting Challenge , where a painting 
a day is painted for twenty-eight straight days. Upon completion 
the artist is then juried into the society based on pure partiality— 
whether we like you or not. 

The QC Quarterly relies extensively on the generosity of 
Wikipedia, Archive.org, OpenLibrary.org, and Sugarmegs.org to 
bring you the most obscure information possible. Please support 
each as appropriate. A few bucks a year creates a world of good, 
keeping art and culture alive. 

Contacting us is never advised. Yet, we accept all bribes, financial 
contributions, and shifty advice to get ahead. If you feel like 
complaining, and if we ever feel like publishing again, write to us at: 
GoneFishingAndPainting@gmail.com. 
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Art or 5 pain 

At It’s Best 



G. /SA55IOL 


Tell Me A Tale 

Diego Panza or La Mancha 


During these communicable days 

which imprison us all into seclusion I 
absconded away on my scooter into the 
Spanish countryside to paint. While my 
fellow Spaniards bolted their doors and 
feared the company of strangers I 
wandered outdoors into the back of 
beyond to roam 
with my brushes, 
watercolors, and 
easel. 

I am no outlaw; 
no menace of 
society. I entertain 
no one and no one 
entertains me. I 
travel friendless, 
sleep under the 
stars, and keep to myself. The 
widespread madness of prevailing events 
makes my adventures all the more 
plausible. 

I am called Diego Panza of the village 
Argamasilla de Alba, and I read well 
enough. Painting does not require 
reading, and reading is a skill for those 
who can not commit to memory all of 
the stories which they are told. And I 
know many stories. They all appear on 
my many canvases 
for friends and 
neighbors to see and 
consume. 

I paint plein air, and 
there is no better 
scooter than my 
Vespa to take me 
where I go and 
bring me from 
where I drink. She is called Dapple. 
She is seventy-two and I am fifty-seven. 
We have both seen better days. Only my 
wife Teresa treats me better. 




I drink and paint without remorse. This 
is no secret. One begets the other. I 
have no shame of this. People tell me 
that I paint loosely. Indeed, I do. I say 
to them, there is no 
need to be uptight 
when you approach 
an empty canvas. It 
is not there to be 
attacked. It is there 
to be caressed and led 
into the dance. You 
must take the lead. 

She is your partner but she knows 
nothing until you show her what you 
know. And you must be bold and 
decisive. Dances only last a short while 
and so should your time to paint. Never 
overwork your dance partner and never 
overwork your painting. 

In the ravine along the upland road is 
where I was found. Dapple slid on the 
gravel and we went tumbling down the 
steep embankment into the thicket. I 
remained unconscious and Dapple was 
injured even more. 

As I lie convalescing these past five 
weeks Teresa arranged to recover my 
Vespa. Wenches, ropes, and pulleys 
brought her up from the clough. My 
brushes, paints, and canvases were 
brought up, too. There is a younger 
man in La Mancha who is restoring her 
so we can roam and paint again. But 
Teresa refuses to reunite us. 

She is a damnable woman, my Teresa. I 
must give up the drink. She is steadfast 
on this. Only on her supervision—at 
dinner and Communion—is wine 
permitted. My drinking is now confined 
to a woman and a priest. Blast them all! 
At least I can still paint whenever I 
damn well please. 
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Bru5he5 Ahoy in La Mancha, Spain 

Travels or Candice Ducreux 


Spain is filled with gems and 

delights! It is dry; it is arid; it is coarse; 
it is rugged; but where there is water 
there are people, and where there are 
people you will fi nd life steep in history 
and culture. It is a destination for any 
artist to embrace. 



We arrive in Madrid, board our bus, 
and head south to the region of 
Castilla La Mancha—the province of 
fabled Don Quixote. And to our utter 
disbelief we meet our instructor— 


renowned artist Juan Simone Quixote. 



He is tall, elegant, affluent, eccentric, 
fluent in five languages, and wildly 
obsessed to paint during every possible 
hour. If not for his portly, well 
upholstered assistant Diego we may 
never have eaten. 


Senor Qu i x o t e 
rides a restored 
1938 motorcycle 
with sidecar. Each 
morning in tandem 
we all trail behind 
riding scooters to our painting 
destination. There we setup our easels 
to paint. The thrill of the journey is as 
exciting as painting in Spain. 



We begin painting early until noon 
when it becomes too hot to continue. 
Then we lunch, followed by a long 
siesta until late afternoon. At sundown 
all the villagers reemerge to go for 
hours well into night at cafes and 
walkways before returning to bed. 
This is the way in Spain and we adapt 
with ease. 



The mop brush is the tool of Quixote. 
He uses three mops along with a liner 
and nothing more. He is remarkably 
dexterous. Without hesitation he dips 
his brush into your palette and 
improves your painting within three 
strokes. He teaches; he does not ask. 

He tells us, “You must paint with 
vibranee and valor! I tolerate no ashen 
paintings. Anemia is for the sickly. If 
you feel sickly, find yourself a doctor. 
We are painters of color and design. 
This is our calling.” 

Magenta, green, and deep lavender 
dominate his paintings. This is today; 
tomorrow brings a new marriage of 
colors. And for us this is how he 
teaches. He squeezes three colors each 
day into our palettes and this is what 
we use. “You must abandon reality 
and recognize ingenuity, shape, figure, 
and style. Color means nothing as 
long as it balances.” 

Senor Quixote is a minimalist. He lives 
life simply and expresses to us to live 
the same. “A lighter load allows you to 
travel further in life.” 



Verse 

Calling In 
The CaT 

Stanza I 

Elizabeth Ooatsujorth 
1893-1986 


Mow from the dark, a deeper dark, 
The cat slides, 

Furtive and aware, 

His eyes still shine with meteor spark 
The cold dew weights his hair, 
Suspicious, 

Hesitant, he comes 
Stepping morosely from the night, 
Held but repelled, 

Repelled but held, 

By lamp and firelight. 


At Gallery 

“Toro Rojo de Iberia” 
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Ad5 or Contrition 

How We Pay the Bills 


Painting The Fabled Red Bison Oe Iberia 

A Tale of Juan Simone Quixote 



Our Exclusive Formula 
Guarantees Nothing! 


Genuinely Cheap 


Batcher Shop 
Paper 



Slaughter Your Next 


Painting with Ease 


I Trusted by Misguided 

Artists for orer 37 years 



“Maude, were down to two 
Cadmium Reds and a Cab. ” 


No painter is more revered in 

Castilla La Mancha than Juan Simone 
Quixote. Here begins his story on art in 
reverence to St. John the Baptist, St. 
Eustachius his patron advocate, Giotto of 
Taddeo, and Agnolo the master of 
Cennino. Praise to them all. 

Of his many books none are more prized 
than his copies of The Chemistry of Paints 
and Painting by Church (. 1901 ), Colour and 
Colour Printing by Richmond (1885), The 
Analysis of Paints and Painting Materials by 
Gardner (1911), The Chemistry and 
Technology of Mixed Paints by Toch (1907), 
The Manufacture of Paint by Smith (1901), 
and most treasured A Treatise on Painting 
by Cennino Cennini (1437). He is 
obsessed by them all. 

As with all his quests his desire to become 
a master painter utterly consumes him. 
Nothing matters more than to unravel 
the craft and all its secrets. To his 
daughters Arrosa and Karmele he 
bequeathed his business and worldly 
possessions so he can run amok, 
maniacally painting all there is to see. 



It was while exploring the Caves of 
Altamira when Juan Simone gazes upon 
the fabled red bison of Iberia, painted 
eons ago during the Paleolithic era, 
perfectly preserved on stone for nearly 
forty thousand years. The images 
symbolize perfection—so simple, so 
elegant. He is spellbound. On this day 
he makes his sacred vow. He pledges to 
find and paint the red bison of eons ago. 


In his quest Juan Simone returned to his 
ancestral village in search of me. For 
years we banded together—he as leader, 
me as assistant—guiding tours of artists 
deep into the countryside of Spain to 
paint en plein air. Now we band together 
again. This time to search for the fabled 
red bison of Iberia. 



I am called Diego Panza of the village 
Argamasilla de Alba, and I read well 
enough—but my wife she reads better. 
I tell this tale of Juan Simone Quixote as 
well as my wife writes my story. And she 
writes the truth better than I can bend it. 



On the Feast of Saint Eustachius we 
begin our journey traveling north into 
Basque Country—me on my Vespa v31T 
Faro Basso and Juan Simone on his 1938 
BMW R71 with sidecar. No better pair 
ever traveled together. 

After two weeks and forty thousand years 
the fabled red bison prove as elusive as 
ever. No one recalls ever seeing one. Yet, 
the Caves of Altamira could not lie. No 
man could contrive such a trick. Being 
hidden for this many years we reason we 
must only search a little while longer to 
find them. 

At this time we travel to Guipuzcoa where 
Juan Simone is anxious I see the ancient 
images of the red bison for myself. They 
are a wondrous sight—largely painted on 
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Painting The Tabled Red Bison Oe Iberia 

A Tale oe Juan 5imone Quixote 


Ads or RmoR5E 

flow We Pay the Creditors 


cave ceilings as big as any man to see. 
The enormity is stunning Above us 
roam beasts as big as reality—gracefully 
alive, snorting heated breaths over our 
heads. It is said that Michelangelo was 
inspired to paint the Sistine Chapel after 
witnessing the immensity of these figures. 



“Do you see now, Diego? We must find 
these fabled beasts. We must paint them 
for ourselves and for all of Spain to see.” 
I was spellbound just as he. 

We head for the rich grazing lands of the 
Basque more enthused than ever before. 
Wine, cheese, and bread are replenished 
in the village of San Sebastian. Juan 
Simone prefers young Chacoli wines 
made from the white Ondarrabi grape 
while I prefer Tempranillos from the 
Rioja region of Alavesa. This keeps us in 
good company since neither of us ever 
desires to share a bottle. 



Before dozing off under the cool 
umbrella of an old oak I sift through my 
art supplies to ensure all is accounted for. 
I sketch our resting place with the 
snoozing Juan Simone lying peacefully in 
the shade. Three hours pass when I 
awake to find the owner of the land 
holding my sketches, examining our 
campsite with irritation and curiosity. 


“We are Juan Simone Quixote and Diego 
Panza of the village Argamasilla de Alba 
—causing no trouble. We are on a 
honorable mission”, Juan Simone 
explains to Eneko Aduriz. He listens 
assiduously as I pour a glass of 
Tempranillo for his drinking pleasure, 
offering cheese and bread to fill his belly. 
Senor Aduriz’s curiosity is peeked once 
learning our quest to find the fabled red 
bison of Iberia. 

“I know of these beasts”, he tells us, 
holding his glass to be filled higher. “You 
are lucky to find me. I am old and 
foolish, but I have seen them. When just 
a boy the ancient herd revealed 
themselves to me. It is a remarkable 
sight, like a mirage, that only remains an 
instant. This evening I will take you to 
the vista where they may appear. There 
is no guarantee. The conditions must be 
perfect.” We quench our thirsts further 
before temperatures drop, then 
haphazardly we stagger up to the vista. 

The evening is magical. We sit over¬ 
looking the picturesque landscape of the 
Basque. And at last!—at sundown 
through the fog and mist we see the herd. 
Far in the distance in front of the setting 
sun the vision of the fabled red bison 
appear—just as Eneko foretells. They 
graze among the clouds. And as quickly 
as they appear the setting sun hungrily 
swallows them whole. 

“It is true! Did you see them, Diego?” 
Indeed, I did. “Hurry! We must paint 
what we saw before our visions dim with 
the night.” And so we do, thus ending 
our noble quest 
to find and 
paint the fabled 
red bison of 
Iberia. God 
praise them one 
and all. 




Paint it Red 
with 

Cadmium Red 





Cadmium Red 

For the Good 
| Times 



At Gallery 

Jerry 5titt 
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Peaceful Warfare 

An Oxymoron 




Horace Rathbone’s Incredible Tales of Art 


On April 27, 1937 George Steer wrote 
for The Times: 

“Guernica, the most ancient town of 
the Basques and the centre of their 
cultural tradition, was completely 
destroyed yesterday afternoon by 
insurgent air raiders. The bombard¬ 
ment of this open town far behind the 
lines occupied precisely three hours and 
a quarter, during which a powerful fleet 
of aeroplanes consisting of three 
German types, Junkers and Heinkel 
bombers and Heinkel fighters, did not 
cease unloading on the town bombs 
weighing from 1,0001b. downwards and, 
it is calculated, more than 3,000 two- 
pounder aluminum incendiary 
projectiles. The fighters, meanwhile, 
plunged low from above the centre of 
the town to machine gun those of the 
civilian population who had taken 
refuge in the fields. [...] 

“First, small parties of aeroplanes threw 
heavy bombs and hand grenades all 


over the town, choosing area after area 
in orderly fashion. Next came fighting 
machines which swooped low to 
machine-gun those who ran in panic 
from dugouts, some of which had 
already been penetrated by 1,0001b. 
bombs, which make a hole 25ft. deep. 
Many of these people were killed as 
they ran. A large herd of sheep being 
brought in to the market was also wiped 
out. The object of this move was 
apparently to drive the population 
under ground again, for next as many as 
12 bombers appeared at a time 
dropping heavy and incendiary bombs 
upon the ruins. The rhythm of this 
bombing of an open town was, 
therefore, a logical one: first, hand 
grenades and heavy bombs to stampede 
the population, then machine-gunning 
to drive them below, next heavy and 
incendiary bombs to wreck the houses 
and burn them on top of their victims.” 

In response Pablo Picasso painted 
Guernica : 
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Qc Science Labs" 



On The Superiority oe Watercolor 


Dear QC Science Labs™, 

My wife paints in oil and I in watercolor. She scoffs at my 
medium, ridiculing it as fugitive and short-lived, claiming oil 
is a lasting and well proven art form. What is the real story? 



Poetry 

Mrs. 

WINKELSTEINER 

5TANZA5 I & 5 8 

by Dorothy E. Reid 

(1896-1977) 


Bob Cravats 
Upland Creek, MO 

Dear Bob, 

As a matter of fact water medium paint is the oldest known 
form, dating back as far as 90,000 years, well proven over 
the eons, while oil-based paint has only been in action since 
the late 1500s, quite new and unproven as fully reliable. 

Permanency has little to do with a paint being oil based or 
water soluble. Permanency is almost exclusively determined 
by the pigment in the paint. This alone determines nearly 
all. Other factors have effect, too. The underlying support 
can play a role. An acid free support is essential for any art 
form. Oil painters use canvas while professional 
watercolorists use watercolor paper. Both are cotton rag. To 
avoid confusion with wood pulp paper (highly unreliable) 
watercolor support should be called watercolor canvas , instead. 


Mrs. Winkelsteiner 
Made songs in her head; 

You went to borrow eggs, 

You got songs instead. 

“Little birdie in the tree, 

Chirp a song for me.” 

“Red cow sitting in the sun, 
Waiting for farmer to come.” 

“Egg so smooth and round, 

Hens lay them on the ground.” 

Mrs. Winkelsteiner 
‘Been a long time dead, 

And all the songs she knew 
Are cold in her head. 


Permanency can be impacted by the chemical action of the 
medium as well. When drying, oils absorb oxygen in 
considerable quantity, potentially causing the chromates to 
turn green. Also, rapid desiccation of oil is a highly 
desirable property. So when oil mediums are boiled with 
oxide of lead, manganese, or zinc the chemistry alters— 
sacrificing permanency. Even the most indelible pigment 
can be corrupted by a dubious medium. 

This is where watercolor has the advantage. The process of 
desiccation is a simple matter of evaporation and 
solidification of gum Arabic. No chemical changes takes 
place. However, the disadvantage is that gum Arabic is 
quick to reactivate with moisture while desiccated oil is not. 
For watercolorists this is easily solved by layering a 
polycarbonate varnish over a painting to prevent absorption 
of moisture from the air—or any other corruptible source. 

So, Bob, tell your wife to go jump in a laked pigment. 

QC Science Labs™ 


More Ads 

How We Pay the Bills 


f Mol's 

I Ferrule and Bristle 
Repair 


Let Mel Repair Your Farel 
Ferrules aud Brittly Bristles 
Aflwkile You Wait! 


\ 


Liccue Sc 4S0JJ7JJ3 




Death Masks 


You Finally Wrote A Will, 
But Have You Planned 
Your Death Mask? 


Irust Inr Pi aster txprRTs ot 
VMiiia/a K Pi:p»y 

Umn So DSWUXCX j 



Frames by Serge Roach 

The Finest Collection of 
Old Worm Wood & Rotten 
Belguim Frames. 

4, Rue Victor Masse, Paris 
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Abstract 

Paintings by 

Vasily Kandinsky 


■ ■ 



The Beaten Less Trodden 

Being Like Kandin5ky 




Kandinsky was a prolific artist, painting 
from age 30 until his death at age 72. 
Among his numerous works there are a 
rare handful that reveal an unrestrained, 
whimsical side to him. These paintings 
feature caricature drawings in wildly 
distorted settings, stylistically similar to a 
Marc Chagall or Dr. Seuss painting. 
Kandinsky had little time for naive art or 
amateur artists so coming across these 
paintings was a surprise. Birds , Afrika , and 
Picnic comprise the main lot—all painted 
in 1916. 


It felt naturally pernicious to enlarge 
Kandinsky’s whimsical images for 
the mere fun of it, knowing he might 
be slightly peeved to see them so 
prominently displayed. 

Yet, here is the point. Quite often 
artwork that seems so undeserving 
unexpectedly finds its way into the 
hearts and minds of others who 
embrace it. The phenomena is 
uncanny. Our finest paintings are 
rarely chosen by us. The Fates alone 
decide that legacy. 


Wassily Kandinsky was decidedly a 
cerebral artist of the early 20th century. 
The numerous books written by him and 
about him are exhaustive—and no less 
exhausting to read. His legacy of art and 
art theory, using an analytical approach, is 
wholly contrary to those driven by I'art 
pour Part —a notion he abhorred as utter 
hogwash. 


Birds, 1916 


Afrika, 1916 


Picnic, 1916 
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The Beaten Less Trodden 

Being Like Kandin5ky 


Numerous paintings by Kandinsky’s are 
forever lost due to the Nazis who 
destroyed thousands, deemed as 
degenerate. An entire sector of art was 
unreservedly lambasted as deplorable —not 
conforming to the prevailing ideals of a 
despotic force which believes it alone is 
right. 

In 1934 Hitler declared that there was 
no room for modern art in the Reich. 
Until then Kandinsky and fellow artists 
walked a fine line while teaching and 
exhibiting at the Bauhaus school of art. 
By 1937 thousands of artworks had been 
confiscated, and 650 were put on display 
at the Degenerate Art Exhibition (Entartete 
Kunst) in Munich, Germany. 

The exhibit 
lasted over four 
months, 
averaging 20,000 
visitors per day. 
Sculptures and 
paintings were 
vandalized, 
scrawled over 
with derogatory 
graffiti which 
demonized the 
artists. Speeches 
were made and artists were condemned. 
People were vilified as deplorable —being 
weak of character and mentally 
deficient. Their lives were shattered by 
political powers and media propaganda. 




Composition I - Kandinsky 
(Destroyed) 


Artists either 
capitulated to the 
Third Reich or 
fled. Paul Klee 
and Kandinsky 
were among those 
who fled, starting 
anew in France. 


Kandinsky left in 
1933 following a 
Nazi smear 
campaign that shut 
the doors of the 
Bauhaus where he 
and Klee taught. 

In Paris he found 
refuge to continue 
freely as an artist. 

From each decade 
of Kandinsky’s life 
emerged a distinct 
breadth of paintings. 5(rTCN CoN5TRUCTIW ml 
People debate which 

are are their favorite and which are best. 
Clearly, the 1920s are his best, while the 
1930s reflect the pinnacle of his career, 
whereas the 1910s are superbly dynamic 
and colorful. Still, 
prior to 1910 his 
art is stupendous 
as he advances 
further into 
abstraction. It’s 
only a matter of 
how the wind 
blows as to which 
are better. 

Contrasting Sounds, 192V 





Abstract 

Paintings by 

Vasily Kandinsky 



HonnAGE to Grommann, 1926 
































'Sccutt Scemui 

'Deefi l^teteted T^iymwt 


Milled and Ground 
in the Finest Tradition 
of Italian Paints. 

IT'S NATURAL PBR7—NOT FROM SYNTHETIC! 



LocKflieClocB 


EndDaYliGht 
Savings Time! 


Mail your unwanted 
clocks to Washington DC 
to express your distain. 

Senate Office Building 
o/c The Honorable 100 
United States Senate 
Washington, D.G. 20510 


******* 





ANNUAL 

SALE 



Can You 
Paint This 
Picture? 



Dear QC Watercolor Society, 

Yes! Please send me information about becoming 
a QC member today! 


address . 


city _ 


state _ 


. zip code . 


Then You Are In Demand! 


Do you like to sketch and draw? Dabble in watermedia paints? Have excess money to blow on a 
meaningless art society membership? Then join us at the QC Watercolor Society today! Band 
together with fellow artists and transform yourself into the artist that you always wanted to be! 
Paint and draw as much as you like—we don't care. Just send us your money, then delight in 
bragging to others that you're one of us. It's that simple! Just send us your money! Today! 























































